This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=onDSDEzGcP4C&ie=ISO-8859-1&output=pdf













PARTIAL PORTRAITS

BY

HENRY JAMES

Lonvon
MACMILLAN AND CO. LiMITED

NEW YORK: THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
1899
n
X
AU rights reserved



504
J:27

COPYRIGHT
BY
HENRY JAMES
1888

\;‘ BRALR ‘i’\
Leland Stanford, Jr.
UNTyERSYES

First Edition 1888. Reprinted 1894, 1899

4 B



1
¥l

NOTICE

Tws fellowing attempts at literary portraiture
. oviginally appeared, with three exceptions, in
. Americam periodicals — The Atlantic Monthly,
The Oembwry, and Harper's Weekly. The paper
~ on KEmesson was contributed to Macmllan’s
Magasine, that on “The Art of Fiction” to
| Longman’s and that on M. Guy de Maupassant
" to The Porinightly Review. The reminiscences
of Turglmieff were written immediately after his
death, the article on Anthony Trollope on the
- same eooasion, before the publication of his
' imbevesting Autobiography, and the appreciation
: of Alphomse Daudet before that of his three
Iatest movels. The date affixed to the sketch of
_ Rebert Louis Stevenson is that of composition.
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EMERSON 33

are heights that we can scarce look up to and remember without
contrition and shame. Let us thank God that such things
exist.”

None the less we have the impression that that
search for a fashion and a manner on which he was
always engaged never really came to a conclusion;
it draws itself out through his later writings—it
drew itself out through his later lectures, like a sort
of renunciation of success. It is not on these, how-
ever, but on their predecessors, that his reputation
will rest. Of course the way he spoke was the way )
that was on the whole most convenient to him ; but
he differs from most men of letters of the same
degree of credit in failing to strike us as having |
achieved a style. This achievement is, as I say,
usually the bribe or toll-money on the journey to
posterity ; and if Emerson goes his way, as he
clearly appears to be doing, on the strength of his
message alone, the case will be rare, the exception
striking, and the honour great.

1887.
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38 THE LIFE OF GEORGE ELIOT

the great novelist notes her derangements of health
and depression of spirits. This history, to my sense,
is quite as interesting as it might have been ; that is,
it is of the deepest interest, and one misses nothing
that is characteristic or essential except perhaps a
few more examples of the vis comica which made
half the fortune of Adam Bede and Silas Marner.
There is little that is absent that it would have been
in Mr. Cross’s power to give us. George Eliot’s
*&etters and journals are only a partial expression of
her spirit, but they are evidently as full an expres-
sion as it was capable of giving itself when she was
not wound up to the epic pitch. They do not
explain her novels; they reflect in a singularly
limited degree the process of growth of these great
works ; but it must be added that even a superficial
acquaintance with the author was sufficient to assure
one that her rich and complicated mind did not
overflow in idle confidences. It was benignant and
receptive in the highest degree, and nothing could
have been more gracious than the manmer of its
fintercourse ; but it was deeply reserved and very
far from egotistical, and nothing could have been
less easy or agreeable to it, I surmise, than to at-
tempt to tell people how, for instance, the plot of
Romola got itself constructed or the character of
Grandcourt got itself observed. There are critics
who refuse to the delineator of this gentleman the
title of a genius ; who say that she had only a great
talent overloaded with a great store of knowledge.








































































62 THE LIFE OF GEORGE ELIOT

science. That is how we see her during the latter
years of her life: frail, delicate, shivering a little,
much fatigued and considerably spent, but still
meditating on what could be acquired and imparted;
still living, in the intelligence, a freer, larger life
than probably bad ever been the portion of any
woman. To her own sex her memory, her example,
i will remain of the highest value ; those of them for
whom the “development” of woman is the hope of
the future ought to erect a monument to George
Eliot. She helped on the cause more than any
one, in proving how few limitations are of necessity
implied in the feminine organism. She went so far
that such a distance seems enough, and in her effort
she sacrificed no tenderness, no grace. There is
much talk to-day about things being “open to
wolen”; but George Eliot showed that there is
nothing that is closed. If we criticise her novels
we must remember that her nature came first and
her work afterwards, and that it is not remark-
able they should not resemble the productions, say,
of Alexandre Dumas. What ¢s remarkable, extra-
fardinary—a.nd the process remains inscrutable and
mysterious—is that this quiet, anxious, sedentary,
serious, invalidical English lady, without animal
spirits, without adventures or sensations, should
have made us believe that nothing in the world was
alien to her; should have produced such rich, deep,
masterly pictures of the multiform life of man.

1885.
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66 DANIEL DERONDA: A CONVERSATION

the same,” she pursued, “a nice little short snub nose
and not a horrid big Jewish nose. Oh, my dear,
when I think what a collection of noses there must
have been at that wedding!” At this moment Con-
stantius steps upon the verandah from within, hat and
stick in hand and his shoes a trifle dusty. He has some
distance to come before he reaches the place where
the ladies are sitting, and this gives Pulcheria time
to murmur, “Talk of snub noses!” Constantius is
- presented by Theodora to Pulcheria, and he sits down
and exclaims upon the admirable blueness of the sea,
which lies in a straight band across the green of the
little lawn ; comments too upon the pleasure of hav-
ing one side of one’s. verandah in the shade. Soon
Fido, the little dog, still restless, jumps off Pulcheria’s
lap and reveals the book, which lies title upward.
“Oh,” says Constantius, “you have been finishing
Daniel Deronda?” Then {follows a conversation
which it will be more convenient to present in
another form.

Theodora. Yes, Pulcheria has been reading aloud
the last chapters to me. They are wonderfully
beautiful.

Constantius (after a moment’s hesitation). Yes, they
are very beautiful. I am sure you read well, Pul-
cheria, to give the fine passages their full value.

Theodora. She reads well when she chooses, but
I am sorry to say that in some of the fine passages of
this last book she took quite a false tone. I couldn’t
have read them aloud myself; I should have broken












70 DANIEL DERONDA : A CONVERSATION

Theodora. A book like Daniel Deronda becomes
part of one’s life ; one lives in it, or alongside of it. I
don’t hesitate to say that I have been living in this
one for the last eight months. It is such a complete
world George Eliot builds up; it is so vast, so
much-embracing! It has such a firm earth and such
an ethereal sky. You can turn into it and lose your-
self in it.

Pulcheria. Oh, easily, and die of cold and star-
vation !

Theodora. I have been very near to poor Gwen-
dolen and very near to that sweet Mirah. And the
dear little Meyricks also; I know them intimately
well.

Pulcheria. The Meyricks, I grant you, are the
best thing in the book.

Theodora. They are a delicious family; I wish
they lived in Boston. I consider Herr Klesmer
almost Shakespearean, and his wife is almost as good.
I have been near to poor grand Mordecai

Pulcheria. Oh, reflect, my dear ; not too near !

Theodora. And as for Deronda himself I freely
confess that I am consumed with a hopeless passion
for him. He is the most irresistible man in the
literature of fiction.

Pulcheria. He is not a man at all.

Theodora. I remember nothing more beautiful than
the description of his childhood, and that picture of
his lying on the grass in the abbey cloister, a beau-
tiful seraph-faced boy, with a lovely voice, reading

















































86 DANIEL DERONDA : A CONVERSATION

was a second-rate English girl who got into a flutter
about a lord.

Theodora. I don’t see that she is worse than if she
were a first-rate American girl who should get into
exactly the same flutter.

Pulcheria. It wouldn't be the same flutter at all ;
it wouldn’t be any flutter. She wouldn’t be afraid
of the lord, though she might be amused at him.

Theodora. 1 am sure I don’t perceive whom Gwen-
dolen was afraid of. She was afraid of her misdeed
—her broken promise—after she had committed it,
and through that fear she was afraid of her husband.
Well she might be! I can imagine nothing more
vivid than the sense we get of his absolutely clammy
selfishness.

Pulcheria. She was not afraid of Deronda when,
immediately after her marriage and without any but
the most casual acquaintance with him, she begins to
hover about him at the Mallingers’ and to drop little
confidences about her conjugal woes. That seems to
me very indelicate ; ask any woman.

Constantius. The very purpose of the author is to
give us an idea of the sort of confidence that Deronda
inspired—its irresistible potency.

Pulcheria. A lay father-confessor—horrid !

Constantius. And to give us an idea also of the
acuteness of Gwendolen’s depression, of her haunting
sense of impending trouble.

Theodora. 1t must be remembered that Gwendolen
was in love with Deronda from the first, long before
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darling, but we are not convinced, are we? (The
pug begins to bark.) No, we are not even silenced.
It’s a young woman with two bandboxes.

Theodora. Oh, it must be our muslins.

Constantius (rising to go). I see what you mean !

1876.
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138 ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

of a vicious-looking switch, have taken the place, as
the symbols of office, of the kindly, disinterested
palette and brush. It has become the fashion to be
effective at the expense of the sitter, to make some
little point, or inflict some little dig, with a heated
party air, rather than to catch a talent in the fact,
follow its line, and put a finger on its essence: so
that the exquisite art of criticism, smothered in gross-
ness, finds itself turned into a question of “sides.”
The eritic industriously keeps his score, but it is
seldom to be hoped that the author, criminal though
he may be, will be apprehended by justice through
the handbills given out in the case; for it is of the
essence of a happy description that it shall have been
preceded by a happy observation and a free curiosity ;
and desuetude, as we may say, has overtaken these
amiable, uninvidious faculties, which have not the
glory of organs and chairs.

We hasten to add that it is not the purpose of
these few pages to restore their lustre or to bring
back the more penetrating vision of which we lament
the disappearance. No individual can bring it back,
for the light that we look at things by is, after all,
made by all of us. It is sufficient to note, in passing,
that if Mr. Stevenson had presented himself in an
age, or in a country, of portraiture, the painters
would certainly each have had a turn at him. The
easels and benches would have bristled, the circle
would have been close, and quick, from the canvas to
the sitter, the rising and falling of heads. It has




































150 ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

so proud to be the countrywoman of such soldiers, that her
voice failed her and she burst into tears. I have never for-
gotten that girl ; and I think she very nearly deserves a statue.
To call her a young lady, with all its niminy associations, would
be to offer her an insult. She may rest assured of one thing ;
although she never should marry a heroic general, never see any
great or immediate result of her life, she will not have lived in
vain for her native land.”

There is something of that in Mr. Stevenson; when
he begins to describe a British regiment on parade
(or something of that sort), he too almost breaks
down for emotion : which is why I have been careful
to traverse the insinuation that he is primarily a
chiseller of prose. If things had gone differently
with him (I must permit myself this allusion to his
personal situation, and I shall venture to follow it
with two or three others), he might have been an
‘historian of famous campaigns—a great painter of
battle-pieces. Of course, however, in this capacity it
would not have done for him to break down for
emotion.

Although he remarks that marriage “is a field of *
battle and not a bed of roses,” he points out re-
peatedly that it is a terrible renunciation and some-
how, in strictness, incompatible even with honour—
the sort of roving, trumpeting honour that appeals
most to his sympathy. After that step,

“There are no more bye-path meadows where you may inno-
cently linger, but the road lies long and straight and dusty to
the grave. . . . You may think you had a conscience and

believed in God ; but what is a conscience to a wife? . . . To
marry is to domesticate the Recording Angel. Once you
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are married, there is nothing left for you, not even suicide,
but to be good. . . . How then, in such an atmosphere of
compromise, to keep honour bright and abstain from base capit-
ulations? . . . The proper qualities of each sex are eternally
surprising to the other. Between the Latin and the Teuton
races there are similar divergences, not to be bridged by the
most liberal sympathy. . . . It is better to face the fact and
know, when you marry, that you take into your life a creature
of equal if unlike frailties ; whose weak, human heart beats no
more tunefully than yours.”

If there be a grimness in that it is as near as Mr.
Stevenson ever comes to being grim, and we have only
to turn the page to find the corrective—something
delicately genial, at least, if not very much less sad.
¢The blind bow-boy who smiles upon us from the end of
terraces in old Dutch gardens laughingly hurls his bird-bolts
among a fleeting generation. But for as fast as ever he shoots,
the game dissolves and disappears into eternity from under his
falling arrows ; this one is gone ere he is struck ; the other has

but time to make one gesture and give one passionate cry ;
and they are all the things of a moment.”

That is an admission that though it is soon over, the
great sentimental surrender is inevitable. And there
is geniality too, still over the page (in regard to quite
another matter), geniality, at least, for the profession
of letters, in the declaration that there is

“One thing you can never make Philistine natures understand ;
one thing which yet lies on the surface, remains as unseizable
to their wit as a high flight of metaphysics—namely, that the
business of life is mainly carried on by the difficult art of litera-

ture, and according to a man’s proficiency in that art shall be
the freedom and fulness of his intercourse with other men.”

Yet it is difficult not to believe that the ideal in
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which our author’s spirit might most gratefully have
rested would have been the character of the pater-
familias, when the eye falls on such a charming piece
of observation as these lines about children in the
admirable paper on Child’s Play :

““If it were not for this perpetnal imitation we should be
tempted to fancy they despised us outright, or only considered
us in the light of creatures brutally strong and brutally silly,

among whom they condescended to dwell in obedience, like a
philosopher at a barbarous court.”
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numeraries, pages or imps, in showy scenes at the
theatre : the place seems the background, the com-
plicated “set” of a drama, and the children the
mysterious little beings who are made free of the
magic world. How must it not have beckoned on
the imagination to pass and repass, on the way to
school, under the Castle rock, conscious, acutely yet
familiarly, of the gray citadel on the summit, lighted
up with the tartans and bagpipes of Highland regi-
ments? Mr. Stevenson’s mind, from an early age,
was furnished with the concrete Highlander, who
must have had much of the effect that we now-
adays call decorative. 'We have encountered some-
where a fanciful paper ! of our author’s, in which there
is a reflection of half-holiday afternoons and, unless
our own fancy plays us a trick, of lights red, in the
winter dusk, in the high-placed windows of the old
town—a delightful rhapsody on the penny sheets of
figures for the puppet-shows of infancy, in life-like
position and awaiting the impatient yet careful scis-
sors. “If landscapes were sold,” he says in T'ravels
with @ Donkey, “like the sheets of characters of my
boyhood, one penny plain and twopence coloured, I
should go the length of twopence every day of my
life.”

Indeed the colour of Scotland has entered into him
altogether, and though, oddly enough, he has written
but little about his native country, his happiest work

1 ¢“ A Penny Plain and Twopence Coloured.” Republished,
since the above was written, in Memories and Portraits, 1887.




























































174 ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

the episode of the quarrel of the two men on the
mountain-side is a real stroke of genius, and has the
very logic and rhythm of life; a quarrel which we
feel to be inevitable, though it is about nothing, or
almost nothing, and which springs from exasperated
nerves and the simple shock of temperaments. The
author’s vision of it has a profundity which goes
deeper, I think, than Doctor Jekyll. 1 know of few
better examples of the way genius has ever a surprise
in its pocket—keeps an ace, as it were, up its sleeve.
And in this case it endears itself to us by makig us
reflect that such a passage as the one I speak of is in
fact a signal proof of what the novel can do at its
best, and what nothing else can do so well. In the
presence of this sort of success we perceive its im-
" mense value. It is capable of a rare transparency—
it can illustrate human affairs in cases so delicate
and complicated that any other vehicle would be
clumsy. To those who love the art that Mr. Steven-
“son practises he will appear, in pointing this inci-
dental moral, not only to have won a particular
triumph, but to have given a delightful pledge.

1887.
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178 MISS WOOLSON

charming memoirs and volumes of reminiscence ; but
in the table of contents of the Revue des Deux Mondes,
that epitome of the literary movement (as regards
everything, at least, but the famous doctrine, in fiction,
of “naturalism”), it is rare to encounter the name of a
female contributor. The covers of American and Eng-
lish periodicals tell a different story ; in these monthly
joints of the ladder of fame the ladies stand as thick
as on the staircase at a crowded evening party.
There are, of course, two points of view from
which this free possession of the public ear may be con-
sidered—as regards its effect upon the life of women,
and as regards its effect upon literature. I hasten to
add that I do not propose to consider either, and I
touch on the general fact simply because the writer
whose name I have placed at the head of these
remarks happens to be a striking illustration of it.
The work of Miss Constance Fenimore Woolson is
an excellent example of the way the door stands
open between the personal life of American women
and the immeasurable world of print, and what makes
it so is the particular quality that this work happens
to possess. It breathes a spirit singularly and essen
tially conservative—the sort of spirit which, but for
a special indication pointing the other way, would in
advance seem most to oppose itself to the introduc-
tion into the feminine lot of new and complicating
elements. Miss Woolson evidently thinks that lot
sufficiently complicated, with the sensibilities which
even in primitive ages women were acknowledged to
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ALPHONSE DAUDET 203

in happy equilibrium the qualities of observation and
the qualities of style. For Alphonse Daudet Numa
Roumestan will mark this interfusion of a tempera-
ment and a subject that are made for each other, the
perfect plenitude of a work which the writer exactly
fills.”



. 1I

As T say, however, these are details, and I have
touched them prematurely. Alphonse Daudet is a
charmer, and the effect of his brilliant, friendly,
indefinable genius is to make it difficult, in speaking
of him, to take things in their order or follow a plan.
In writing of him some time ago, in another place, 1
so far lost my head as to remark, with levity, that
he was “a great little novelist.” The diminutive
epithet then, I must now say, was nothing more than
a term of endearment, the result of an irresistible
. impulse to express a sense of personal fondness. This
kind of feeling is difficult to utter in English, and
the utterance of it, so far as this is possible, is not
thought consistent with the dignity of a critic. If
we were talking French, nothing would be simpler
than to say that Alphonse Daudet is adorable, and
have done with it. But this resource is denied me,
and I must arrive at my meaning by a series of
circumlocutions. I am not able even to say that he
is very “personal”; that epithet, so valuable in the
vocabulary of French literary criticism, has, when
applied to the talent of an artist, a meaning different















ALPHONSE DAUDET 209

rteu or La Fille Elisa), of escaping from its
ence altogether. No one would probably ever
& of accusing Emile Zola of having a perception
1e beautiful. He has an illimitable, and at times
ry valuable, sense of the ugly, of the unclean ;
when he addresses himself to the poetic aspect
iings, as in La Faute de I Abbé Mouret, he is apt
ave terrible misadventures.

































220 ALPHONSE DAUDET

complex, and in nothing is he more modern than in
this expressive and sympathetic smile—the smile of
the artist, the sceptic, the man of the world—with
which he shows us the miseries and cruelties of life.
It is singular that we should like him for that—and
doubtless many people do not, or think they do not.
What they really dislike, I believe, is the things he
relates, which are often lamentable.

























































ALPHONSE DAUDET 239

is sufficient priority for an author that one likes him
immensely. Daudet is bright, vivid, tender ; he has
an intense artistic life. ~And then he is so free.
For the spirit that moves slowly, going carefully
from point to point, not sure whether this or that
or the other will “do,” the sight of such freedom is
delightful.

1888.






VIII

GUY DE MAUPASSANT


































































GUY DE MAUPASSANT 263

structed, ingeniously cast, full of the science of sound
and rhythm. Let us have an excellent general form
rather than be collectors of rare terms.” M. de
Maupassant’s practice does not fall below his exhor-
tation (though I must confess that in the foregoing
passage he makes use of the detestable expression
“stylist,” which I have not reproduced). Nothing

-k\:an exceed the masculine firmness, the quiet force of
his own style, in which every phrase is a close
sequence, every epithet a paying piece, and the
ground is completely cleared of the vague, the ready-
made and the second-best. Less than any one to-day
does he beat the air; more than any one does he hit
out from the shoulder.








































































GUY DE MAUPASSANT 287

Let us then leave this magnificent art of the novelist
to itself and to its perfect freedom, in the faith that
one example is as good as another, and that our fiction
will always be decent enough if it be sufficiently
general. Let us not be alarmed at this prodigy
(though prodigies are alarming) of M. de Maupassant,
who is at once so licentious and so impeccable, but
gird ourselves up with the conviction that another
point of view will yield another perfection.

1888.
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infinite successions of reveries had amassed them-
gelves in the depths of his heart. No man has been
as much as he the incarnation of a whole race:
generations of ancestors, lost in the sleep of centuries,
speechless, came through him to life and utterance.”
I quote these lines for the pleasure of quoting
them ; for while I see what M. Renan means by
calling Turgénieff impersonal, it has been my wish
to devote to his delightful memory a few pages
written under the impression of contact and inter-
course. He seems to us impersonal, because it is from
his writings almost alone that we of English, French
and German speech have derived our notions—even
yet, I fear, rather meagre and erroneous—of the
Russian people. His genius for us is the Slav genius;
{ his voice the voice of those vaguely-imagined multi-
tudes whom we think of more and more to-day as
waiting their turn, in the arena of civilisation, in the
grey expanses of the North. There is much in his
writings to encourage this view, and it is certain that
he interpreted with wonderful vividness the tempera-
ent of his fellow-countrymen. Cosmopolite that he
Fad become by the force of circumstances, his roots
had never been loosened in his native soil. The
ignorance with regard to Russia and the Russians
which he found in abundance in the rest of Europe
—and not least in the country he inhabited for ten
years before his death—had indeed the effect, to a
certain degree, to throw him back upon the deep
feelings which so many of his companions were unable





























































































IVAN TURGENIEFF 323

seemed to lift him out of the range of familiar recol-
lection, of valued reciprocity, into the majestic posi-
tion of a national glory. And yet it is in the
presence of this obstacle to social contact that those
who knew and loved him must address their farewell
to him now. After all, it is difficult to see how the
obstacle can be removed. He was the most generous,
the most tender, the most delightful, of men ; his
large nature overflowed with the love of justice : but
he also was of the stuff of which glories are made.

1884,
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388 THE ART OF FICTION

has a myriad forms; the most one can affirm is that
some of the flowers of fiction have the odour of it,
and others have not; as for telling you in advance
how your nosegay should be composed, that is
another affair. It is equally excellent and incon-,
clusive to say that one must write from experience ;
to our supposititious aspirant such a declaration
might savour of mockery. What kind of experience
is intended, and where does it begin and end % é_Ex_e,
Derience is never limited, and it is never complate;
it is an immense sensibility, a kind of huge spider-
web of the finest silken threads suspended in the
chamber of consciousneg}and catching every air- |

borne particle in its tissue. \It is the very atmosphere
of the mind ; and when the mind is imaginative—
much more when it happens to be that of a man of
genius—it takes to itself the faintest hints of life, it
converts the very pulses of the air into revelations.
The young lady living in a village has only to be a
damsel upon whom nothing is lost to make it quite
unfair (as it seems to me) to declare to her that she
shall have nothing to say about the military. Greater
miracles have been seen than that, imagination assist-
ing, she should speak the truth about some of these
gentlemen. I remember an English novelist, a
woman of genius, telling me that she was much com-
mended for the impression she had managed to give
in one of her tales of the nature and way of life of
the French Protestant youth. She had been asked
where she learned so much about this recondite being,












392 THE ART OF FICTION

intention descriptive, a touch of truth of any sort
that does not partake of the nature of incident, or
an incident that derives its interest from any other
source than the general and only source of the suc-

- cess of a work of art—that of being illustrative. A

novel is a living thing, all one and continuous, like

any other organism, and in proportion as it lives

will it be found, I think, that in each of the parts
there is something of each of the other parts. The
critic who over the close texture of a finished work
shall pretend to trace a geography of items will mark
some frontiers as artificial, I fear, as any that have
been known to history. There is an old-fashioned
distinction between the novel of character and the
novel of incident which must have éost many a
smile to the intending fabulist who was keen about
his work. It appears to me as little to the point as
the equally celebrated distinction between the novel
and the romance—to answer as little to any reality.
There are bad novels and good novels, as there are
bad pictures and good pictures ; but that is the only
distinetion in which I see any meaning, and I can as
little imagine speaking of a novel of character as I
can imagine speaking of a picture of character.
When one says picture one says of character, when
one says novel one says of incident, and the terms
may be transposed at will. What is character but’
the determination of incident? What is incident
but the illustration of character? What is either a
picture or a novel that is not of character? What
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the distinction be made in a semse in which it is
difficult to suppose that any one should attempt to
convey anything. “The story,” if it represents any-
thing, represents the subject, the idea, the donné
of the novel ; and there is surely no “school”—Mr.
Besant speaks of a school—which urges that a novel
should be all treatment and no subject. There must
assuredly be something to treat; every school is
intimately conscious of that. This sense of the
story being the idea, the starting-point, of the novel, |
is the only one that I see in which it can be spoken
of as something different from its organic whole;
and since in proportion as the work is successful the
idea permeates and penetrates it, informs and ani-
mates it, so that every word and every punctuation-
point contribute directly to the expression, in that
proportion do we lose our sense of the story being
a blade which may be drawn more or less out of its
sheath. The story and the novel, the idea and the
form, are the needle and thread, and I never heard

of a guild of tailors who recommended the use of
the thread without the needle, or the needle without
the thread. Mr. Besant is not.the only critic who
may be observed to have spoken as if there were
certain things in life which constitute stories, and
certain others which do not. I find the same odd
implication in an entertaining article in the Pall Mall
Guazette, devoted, as it happens, to Mr. Besant’s
lecture. ““The story is the thing !” says this graceful
writer, as if with a tone of opposition to some other
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With George Eliot, when she painted that country
with a far other intelligence, I always said Yes.

The most interesting part of Mr. Besant’s lecture
is unfortunately the briefest passage—his very cur-
\/sory allusion to the *conscious moral purpoge ” of the
novel. Here again it is not very clear whether he be
recording a fact or laying down a principle ; it is a
great pity that in the latter case he should not have
developed his idea. This branch of the subject is of
immense importance, and Mr. Besant’s few words
point to considerations of the widest reach, not to be
lightly disposed of. He will have treated the art of
fiction but superficially who is not prepared to go
every inch of the way that these considerations will
carry him. It is for this reason that at the beginning
of these remarks I was careful to notify the reader
that my reflections on so large a theme have no pre-
tension to be exhaustive. Like Mr. Besant, I have
left the question of the morality of the novel till the
- last, and at the last I find I have used up my space.
It is a question surrounded with difficulties, as wit-
ness the very first that meets us, in the form of a
definite question, on the threshold. Vagueness, in
such a discussion, is fatal, and what .is the meaning
of your morality and your conscious moral purpose ?
Will you not define your terms and explain how (a
novel being a picture) a picture can be either moral
or immoral ¥ You wish to paint a moral picture or
carve a moral statue: will you not tell us how you
would set about it? We are discussing the Art of



























